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In this universe, current-day/current-age Boom Gasper is the tour manager. 


"Oh no, not again. Seriously??" Chris looked around his disheveled trailer in exasperation. 


"Don't worry Chris! We'll clean it up." 


"That's what you said last time. . . ' 


He couldn't believe what he was seeing. Clothes everywhere. Ripped from their hangers, flung from his 
suitcase, strewn across the bed. His favorite boots were on Eddie's feet, despite that they were way too big 
for him. Eddie was shuffling around in them. Stone was jumping on the bed, bare chested, getting ready to pull 
Chris's Nirvana shirt over his head. And they had gotten into his shaving stuff too, with trails of cream on 


their faces and the pungent scent of aftershave filling the room. 
"Guys ... no. Just... no. You can't keep doing this. It's fucking weird," Chris looked back and forth between 
them. "I mean, come onl | let you brush my hair. | let you put sunscreen on my back. | sing you to sleep for 


fuck sake! And that's not enough for you? You have to dress up in my clothes too??l" 


"IFs just -- your clothes are so . .." Stone closed his eyes and buried his nose in the Nirvana shirt, forgetting 
the rest of his sentence. "And they smell good . . . " 


‘No! Put that down . . . nowll" Chris finally sounded stern enough to convince Stone to throw the shirt back into 
Chris's suitcase and hop down from the bed. "I told you before | don't want you playing with my stuff, and 
that was your LAST warning!” 

Eddie and Stone looked at each other, and then looked down. 

"We're sorry," Stone said. 


"IFs just because we admire you ..." Eddie tried to explain 


‘Sorry ..." Chris repeated sarcastically and shook his head. "We'll I'M sorry too, but enough is enough! I've 
had it! You're going to get it this time! Now turn around. Both of you!" 


Eddie and Stone looked a little confused. They looked at each other, then back at Chris, and then turned to face 
the wall as he had instructed. 


Chris walked over to them. Putting his hands on their shoulders, he leaned between them, leaning down, 
because he was much taller than them, in order to get close to their ears. And then he said: "Now . . . | want 
both of you to pull your pants down." 

Eddie and Stone froze. Chris heard one of them gasp. Neither moved. They just continued to stare at the wall 


"NOWI!" Chris growled. 


They obeyed, Eddie undoing his button and Stone fumbling with his belt. They both pulled down their outer 


garments, Eddie's loose shorts falling directly to his ankles, while Stone's jeans managed to cling to his thighs. 
"Don't stop there. Underwear too," Chris commanded. 


Eddie bit his lip, his hands began to shake. Stone looked over his shoulder, back at Chris, in protest. But he 
could tell by Chris's expression that he meant business. Stone nodded at Eddie, as if to say "we better." 


Slowly, timidly, they both wrapped their fingers around the elastic waistbands of their underwear, and slid 


them down, just enough to clear the curve of their buttocks. 


“That's better," Chris said, pleased with their obedience. He examined them. Eddie's was muscular, the pale skin 
contrasting sharply against his tan thighs, while Stone's was smooth and surprisingly curvy, considering his thin 
frame. "Now get on the bed" Chris gave them a shove in the direction of the small bed, which was really only 


big enough for one. 


They awkwardly climbed on and laid down on their stomachs, their shoulders and hips pressed tightly together, 
their bare asses side by side, exposed for Chris. 


Chris came closer, leaning over the bed, suddenly realizing how much he was relishing the sight. Relishing that 
he finally had them under control of course . . . but it was more than that. He reached out to touch them, 
Eddie first. He let his hand run over the muscular flesh, causing Eddie to writhe and giggle. Keeping one hand on 
Eddie, he moved the other onto Stone, eager to feel the softness of his bare round cheeks. Stone jumped at 
the first touch, but then gave in to it, arching his back and moaning as he rubbed his ass back and forth 
against Chris's hand. 


Chris massaged them both simultaneously for a while, pushing down on them, letting his fingers tease their 
cracks, not quite penetrating, but threatening to, promising fo, as he listened to them panting. He was waiting 
for just the right moment. Waiting for their guard to fall completely down, 


"Mmmm, Chris? Can we turn over?" Stone finally asked. 


But then, instead of answering, and with his left hand still firmly holding Eddie down, Chris's right hand came 
down hard on Stone's bottom, smacking it back down onto the mattress. Right on the spot where his butt 
cheeks met his thighs. Stone shrieked, and tried to tuck his hips forward further into the mattress, but 
Chris's spanked him again. And again. Five times. Each slap harder than the last. Stone whimpered and sunk his 
face into the pillow, smearing shaving cream all over it. He reached back to rub the spot where Chris had hit 
him, where the pale flesh now had an angry red splotch. 


Eddie was now looking back at Chris, shaking his head in a panic. "We won't do it again! We promisell" but his 
words were interrupted by the sharp spank Chris was now inflicting on him. Eddie tried to reach back and block 
himself but Chris knocked his hand out of the way. Eddie also got slapped five times. Hard. 

"Owww," he cried, burying his face in the pillow just like Stone had. 

"That'll teach you! See what happens when you piss me off? Now get up on your knees --" 

But before they could comply the door of the trailer suddenly swung open. All three of them looked up to see 
Boom, their road manager, standing in the doorway. Clad in leather, he was an enormous older man who looked 
more suited for a biker gang than the one who coordinated all the travel logistics of a monstrosity like 


Lollapalooza. 


Eddie and Stone immediately reached for their underwear, which were still bunched up around their thighs. 


"Hey!" Chris yelled at them. "I didn't say you could cover up. Don't move." 


Unbearably humiliated, Eddie and Stone resumed their face-down positions, feeling the prickle of the new gaze 


on their exposed bottoms, which were already stinging and burning. 


"Well, shit, what do we have here?" Boom smirked. "Looks like you've got these two just where you want ‘em, 


Chris." 

"They were misbehaving again," Chris folded his arms. "They needed a lesson 

"IIl say," he whistled. "Damn. You want to borrow my belt?" 

"No, | got this." 

Eddie and Stone could tell -- by the feel of the air temperature -- that their manager still had the door wide 
open. They both shuddered as a chilly breeze ran over their nudity, and they could hear voices and laughter 
right outside the trailer. They could hear Kim and Anthony and Jeff and Billy. Any of whom could walk by the 


open door at any minute. And see them like this. 


"Ok, well, | just wanted to let you know that we're rolling out of here early tomorrow. You need to be up and 


ready to go by eight in the morning, okay?" 

"Okay." 

"Got that . . . Eddie? Stone?" Boom chuckled. "You'll be ready to go?" 

Neither replied. 

Boom winked at Chris and finally left, closing the door behind him. Much to Eddie and Stone's relief. 


Chris sighed and pounded his fist several times into his open palm as he slowly walked back toward the bed. 
"Well... have you two learned your lesson yet?" 


Eddie and Stone both looked back over their shoulders at him. They were trembling. And beet red. 
But they both slowly started to grin 


Chris grinned back. "No? Then where were we? | believe | told you to get up on your knees .. . " 
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Chris sighed and pounded his fist several times into his open palm as he slowly walked back toward the bed. 


"Well... have you two learned your lesson yet?" 


Eddie and Stone both looked back over their shoulders at him. They were trembling. And beet red. But they 
both slowly started to grin. 


Chris grinned back. "No? Then where were we? | believe | told you to get up on your knees .. . " 


Eddie and Stone immediately obeyed. If they had learned anything that evening it was that Chris wasn't kidding! 
And when he gave a command they'd better do what he said. 


Chris studied them for a moment, considering his options. He walked around to the front of the bed, so he 
could see their faces. They were both looking down, perfectly submissive, hiding behind their hair. 


He reached out toward their necks, and with a flattened palm, he applied just enough pressure to scare them. 


He felt Eddie swallow several times, and could feel the elevated pounding of Stone's heartbeat. 


Then, he moved his hands under their chins, and slowly lifted their faces, so that he could make eye contact 


with them. 


"Take off all your clothes," he looked into Stone's eyes, then Eddie's. "I want you both bare naked by the time | 


count to ten. One... two... 
Eddie's khaki shorts had already come off at some point, so he just had to slide his underwear over his ankles, 


and take off his socks. Stone already had his shirt off, but his jeans were still bunched around his knees. He 
frantically began kicking at them, but one leg was stuck. He yanked and yanked. 


"Five 2c six..." 
Eddie helped, pulling on the jeans as hard as he could. They were completely inside-out when they finally came 
off. With the action complete, they resumed their positions, on their hands and knees, chins up, the way Chris 


had originally positioned them, waiting to see what was next. 


"Eight... very good!" Chris patted them both on the head. "For that you get a treat" Reaching down, he picked 
up a bag of dog food, and poured a small amount into his hand. He lowered his hand down, in front of Eddie's 


mouth first. Eddie looked up at him in horror. Chris glared back. "Eat!" Eddie blinked a few times, but soon 
Chris felt the warm breath and the soft lips brushing against his palm as Eddie took a few pieces into his 
mouth. "Save some for Stone," Chris reminded him, as Eddie began chewing. 


He then lowered his hand in front of Stone. Stone kept his eyes fixed on Chris' as he widened his mouth to take 
in the remaining food. Finishing it without hesitation, he gave Chris' hand a long slow lick, not letting his eyes 
stray from Chris at all. 

Chris smiled. He walked back behind them again. The throbbing in the front of his jeans was starting to become 
uncontrollable, and he was dying to free himself and begin using these two for his own pleasure. But first, 
first, he had to make sure they were good and ready. 


"Spread your legs," he commanded. 


Eddie and Stone obeyed again, spreading their knees as far apart as the tiny bed would allow, Stone's knee 
almost sliding off the edge, and Eddie's knee pushing tightly against the wall on the other side. 


"Arch your backs." 

They both arched as hard as they could. Chris could see them straining, their muscles shaking, doing their 
best to please him. Good. They were finally learning. He walked up close behind them and began rubbing the 
front of his jeans against their bare bodies, starting with Eddie. Eddie moaned and wriggled, pushing back 
against Chris. But Chris pulled away, frustrating him, while he moved on to do the same to Stone. 

"Oh yessss," Stone whined, rubbing frenetically against Chris. But again, Chris pulled back. 

He reached into the top drawer of his night stand, and retrieved a few necessities. Lube. Condom. Rope. And 
after squeezing some lube out, he reached forward and slid both of his slick middle fingers inside their cracks, 
and slowly began rubbing their perineums simultaneously, from their holes, down to their balls, and back up 
again. 

"Jesus fuckll" Eddie couldn't help but cry out. 

Stone was panting so hard he couldn't even get words out. 

"Please Chris, pleaselll" Eddie whimpered. 

"Please, what?" Chris kept rubbing. Up and down. 


Eddie was too shy to answer. 


"Fuck us!" Stone begged, knowing Eddie wanted the same thing he wanted. 


"You have to ask nicer than that!" he spit onto Stone, leaving a little splat on the small of his back. Stone 
jumped when it hit him. 


"Fuck us . . . sir?" Stone tried again. 


Chris rolled his eyes. Sir? Seriously? What was the matter with these two? He abruptly stopped his fingering 
and grabbed their balls, squeezing just . . . hard enough. They both winced and stiffened. 


"No, not ‘sir’ You say ‘please' when you're talking to me, like Eddie did, you got that??" 
"Yes s--, | mean, PLEASE!" Stone sputtered. 


"Better! Now, l'm going to feel your cocks, and they better be hard." Chris reached further underneath them, 
between their legs, past their balls, and felt them. They were hard. Stone and Eddie both shrieked when they 
felt Chris's hand on them. They wiggled around, rubbing themselves against the strong hand. 


But the wiggling caused Stone's knee to finally slip off the bed. He crashed down awkwardly onto his stomach. 


"You fucking clutz!" Chris scolded. Taking this opportunity, Chris roughly pushed Eddie out of the way, against 
the wall, so he could have full access to Stone. He pulled Stone back onto the bed and mounted him, holding him 
down, pushing both hands against his shoulder blades, forcing him down into the mattress. Chris maneuvered 
his knees between Stone's legs and forced them painfully apart, as wide as he could. "What do you want??" he 


demanded. 

"Fuck me..." Stone moaned into the pillow. 

"Fuck me . . . ?" Chris prompted for the magic word, stretching Stone's legs even further apart. 

"Fuck me . . . pleasell" he shrieked. 

That was the signal Chris had been waiting for. He swiftly undid the front of his jeans and released his own 
enormous swollen cock. He heard Eddie gasp. And taking it in his hand, he traced the same route his middle 
finger had made earlier, causing Stone to purr. 

And finally, finally, he slid himself in. Stone was tight, but Chris could feel the opening give way, letting him in. 
God it felt good. Chris shoved in deeper. He began thrusting, watching himself disappear into the sweet curvy 
ass that was spread open before him. 

"Ohhhh, ohh," Stone's meows collapsed into sobs as Chris pounded him harder and harder. 

"You like me fucking you? You like getting fucked?" Chris laid into him with everything he had. He still had 


Stone's shoulders pinned down against the bed. He felt them suddenly heave upward and then go limp beneath 
his hands. 


"N-n-ohhhhhhh." 


Chris froze mid-thrust. Shit Was that... ? He waited, listening carefully, but Stone's face was buried in the 
pillow, and against the convulsive sobs nothing was coherent. Chris gritted his teeth and slid out, as gently as 
he could. He leaned down, very close to Stone's ear, and delicately brushed his hair away. "Hey .. . Stone? Are 


you okay?" Chris whispered, as softly as possible, not wanting Eddie to hear. 
Stone couldn't answer. He was trying to catch his breath. 
"Is it too much?" Chris continued. He petted Stone's hair. "Do you want me to stop?" 


Stone finally took a deep breath and rolled over beneath him so that he and Chris were face to face. Tears 
were streaming down his cheeks. He sniffed. "H's okay. Don't stop. Please keep going.” 


"You don't look okay," Chris knotted his brow. "Are you sure? | don't want to hurt you for real..." 


Stone nodded, and gave Chris's hand a quick double-squeeze. "Yes, l'm sure. | like the pain. That's why we're 
doing this. | need you to hurt me." 


Chris studied Stone's eyes. He needed be be completely convinced before he was going to continue. He was 
amazed at how instantly their roles had shifted. Or had they? Perhaps Stone had actually been in charge the 


whole time. 


"Hurt me Chris..." Stone whispered, narrowing his eyes slightly. He smiled again, this time the smile curving 
into the smug grin that Chris adored so much. "Please he added with deliberate emphasis. "Don't disappoint 


me... 


Chris finally breathed out. Reassured that everything was okay, he nodded. "Turn over," he said, his voice 


returning to the gruff command. "And spread those cheeks for me." 


Stone delightfully twisted underneath Chris, in order to get back onto his stomach again. He moved both hands 


back to his buttocks, spreading them apart, exposing his now-widened hole for Chris. 


‘Ohhh yeah," Chris moaned, rubbing some more lube onto the hole, watching it involuntarily contract a few 
times, then relax. After rubbing some more lube onto himself, he thrust back in, going deep, pushing against 
Stone's insides. Fuck. Yes. He closed his eyes and resumed his rhythm, sliding in and out, deeper with each 
thrust, encouraged by the puppy-like yelps Stone was making. He grabbed onto Stone's hair and pulled, hard, so 
that Stone wouldn't be disappointed. No, he wouldn't want Stone to be disappointed. 


But then he just remembered . . . Eddie! Eddie was going unused. Chris opened his eyes to see that Eddie was 
still huddled timidly against the wall where Chris had shoved him, but had risen to his knees at some point. His 
hand hovered near his own erection, but Chris could tell he didn't quite dare touch it without being told first. 


Hmm, what could he do with him... ? 


